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Author's Notes: 
none of this happened 


Someone said that life is like a pie. 
| always did hate pie. 


A voice in my head screaming to go visit him. Go, go, go! | don't want to though. | hate seeing him. All he does 
is stare and throw accusations at me for things | never said or did. 


| love you Roger." He said. "But you're not him." What a blow to the heart. | shouldn't of been surprised really. 
Somebody doesn't love poor Roggie. What's new? 


| packed my things and left, only coming back for a few papers | left behind. He acted like | was the one who 
did everything wrong as some poor naked girl sat and watched, trying to cover herself with a sheet. He went 


on about how "he" loved him and wouldn't ever leave him. How "he" was there for me when | wasn't. 


The poor girl slipped her clothes on and left while Syd wasn't looking. 


He always reminded me of a sunflower, following the light. That was the thing about Syd, he was a leader and a 
follower. Always keeping up with those fashion trends and the drugs. He was horrified of the thought of people 
thinking badly about him. He didn't like being famous, but he wasn't used to being unknown. If someone didn't 
know who Syd Barrett was he was almost offended. 


He compares everything | do to "him". 

"He would never say that to me." 

"He wouldn't leave me alone all night." 

"He would stay and play guitar with me." 

And of course, stupid naive me would cave in, feel guilty that | wasn't good enough anymore and try to make 
him like me again | brought him flowers, candy, anything, just so he would smile and kiss me. God how | loved 
his lips. 

I'd get lucky sometimes and we'd have sex. At a time | would've said ‘made love’. We stopped making love the 
second he found someone more attractive to do that with. He made beautiful noises and moans though. His 
back would arch up and he'd almost scream. He almost never let us face each other now, but when he did it 
was amazing. His arms would wrap around my neck and moan in my ear. I'd go faster and faster until his 
noises just turned into quick breaths from not having enough time to even let out a groan 

Now he moans out "his" name whenever | even touch him. 

| stopped caring after a while. He'd ask me to slow down, | would go faster. He would become hysterical, | would 
laugh. | fucking hated everything about him. | hate that his pretty green eyes were almost black now. That he 
was sickly looking, that he looked like he would break if you touched him. | hated that | couldn't make him 
fucking blush anymore. | couldn't kiss him on a train and him hide his face in his hands, his cheeks pink. | 
couldn't do anything right anymore. 

| wasn't good enough for him. It wasn't a secret. He had told me. 

"Roger, will you call him for me? Ask him to come over? At least he loves me." 


"If he loves you so fucking much why has he agreed to replace you?" 


| hadn't ever been smacked so hard, not even by my own mother. He pushed me away, throwing an ashtray at 


me, next a pen, then a pack of cigarettes. Anything his hands found he threw. He screamed that he hated me, 


| hate you, | hate you! You're-- You're an idiot! | never loved you god dammit!" He eventually stopped the 
insults and the throwing. | picked up the pack of cigarettes and put one in my mouth, lighting it. | was then 
covered in bruises. He started sobbing. It was pitiful. But of course, because l'm a fucking weak-- stupid, man, | 
sat him down on his mattress and let him cry on me. He apologized over and over, kissing my neck making it 
wet from all his tears. 


When the door to his flat opened, there "he" was. | stood up, knowing neither of them wanted me there now. 
"Where are you going?" Syd asked quietly. His hands were holding onto me. 
"Home, Syd." 


"But this is your home." | shook my head and peeled his hands off of me. "He" was staring at me. | glared at 
"him", grabbing my jacket, 


"Fuck off David" 


| left then, Syd telling "him" to get me to come back. "He" didn't listen, because "he" was there to tell Syd he 


didn't love him anymore. 


What about that slice of pie, huh? 


